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around the fires, he crept back and hid behind the bushes to
watch them. He saw poor old Dick tied up there.'

'Was he dead?'

"No. You know what they did? They didn't kill him.
Every now and again one of 5em would just cut off one of
Dick's fingers and roast it in the fire and eat it,' and the
old chap put his fingers in his mouth and gave a graphic
representation of a cannibal eating Dick's finger. 'They
roasted his ears and toes and fingers one by one and ate 'em.
Then they finished him off and cooked the rest of him. So
that was the end of us going to America. My father wrote
a couple of times asking why we didn't come, and then he
must have thought Dick had pinched the money, and he got
wild and we never heard of him any more.'

" And what did you do after that ?'

'Why, I just came over here and worked about, sometimes
picking coffee, sometimes on the plantations. But it's more
difficult now. And old fellah can't do as much as the young
ones.5

'Did you sometimes work in the mines ?'

'No. Chaps like us don't work there. That's only the
coolies do that.'

Even if Ben Thomas had invented the story it would
have been a creditable feat for a man who had no schooling,
but I was able to check up on the main facts and found
them correct. I asked Ben if he could introduce me to some
of his convict friends,, so that I could get a few authentic
stories of 'Le Bagne.'

'There's a poor fellow, Quer Urbaiiv Ben said. 'You
should talk to him. He's a poor old fellow, must be nearly
80 years old. You know, he doesn't have any money at all..
He just sleeps in the park and people give him a bit of
kai-kai now and again. An old fellow like him doesn't need
much to eat, of course, but maybe you could give him a few
francs ?'

He took me back to Quer's favourite haunt, but as he
was fast asleep under a flamboyant we never disturbed
him. With his matted beard and hair he looked something*